Both elements and passions liv'd at peace

In her, who caus'd all Civil war to cease:

She, after whom, what form soe'er we see,

Is discord and rude incongruity ;

She, she is dead, she's deadl When thou know'st this,

Thou know'st how ugly a monster this world is,

And learn'st thus much by our Anatomy,

That here is nothing to enamour thee;

And that not only faults in inward parts,

Corruptions in our brains, or in our hearts,

Poisoning the fountains whence our actions spring,

Endanger us; but that if every thing

Be not done fitly and in proportion,

To satisfy wis$ and good lookers-on,

Since most men be such as most think they be,

They're lothsome too by this deformity:

For good and well must in our actions meet;

Wicked is not much worse than indiscreet.

But beattty's other second element,

Colour and lustre, now is as near spent;

And had the world his just proportion,

Were it a ring still, yet the stone is gone;

As a compassionate turcoise, which doth teU>

By looking pale, the wearer is not well;
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